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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N - Quotes are from Grey's Anatomy**

**...**

Following the other interns through the hospital doors, Emily did her best to get her name tag back into place. She had been only a moment late to the first day of her program, and already she'd gotten a scolding from their superior. "A second too late can lose a life," he'd said, and Emily had bowed her head to get the other interns to stop their stares.

Seattle Grace was already a hell hole.

"This is where you will spend the next seven years of your life," Webber spoke up, causing Emily's head to turn. She watched as he opened the door for them and she and the rest of the interns stepped into the surgical room. Eyes moving from the table to the tray with extra scalpels, Emily could feel her heart racing.

"Only a few of you will survive," the doctor spoke, "some switching to easier specialties, some quitting because they find the pressure too great, and others," he stressed, looking at a few of the interns, "will be asked to leave."

The Korean woman beside Emily gave a nudge to her elbow. "Think he's the Nazi?"

Emily hid her smile until the doctor looked away. They'd all heard the stories of the residents at the hospital, they had to. Before they walked through the doors of that hospital they needed to know what they were getting themselves into.

"Get to the lockers," Webber said strongly, leading the young adults out of the surgical room and gesturing down the hall. "Change into your scrubs and you'll all get your assignments." When he saw them pause at the end of the hall, his hands curled into fists. "Now!"

The ambassador's daughter's body jolted and she rushed along with the others into the locker room.

"E.P?"

Emily looked up and noticed the Korean woman gesturing to the locker that had been assigned to her. "Thanks," she breathed, quickly stripping off her shirt and throwing on the blue scrub shirt hanging in her locker. "What's your name?"

"Cristina," she rushed out, stripping herself of her clothes just like the rest of the interns. "You?"

"Emily."

A younger student popped his head around the corner where his locker was and raised his hand. "I'm George."

Emily's head turned, smiling to the other intern as she slipped her shoes off. "Hi," she laughed, making sure to pick her name tag off of her shirt and clip it onto her scrubs.

"Interns!"

Slipping on her left sneaker, Emily was the first to run out of the room and out into the hallway.

"Hendricks, Smith, West, Reid and Morgan," Webber called. "To Dr. Heigl on floor four."

Emily kept her pace slow as she reached the end of the hallway, her eyes along with ten others who were waiting for their assignments. Putting her hair up, she watched as a nurse raced alongside a gurney from the ER toward the surgical wing.

"Prentiss," Webber boomed, "O'Malley, Stevens, Grey, Yang and Karev. Bailey's station, now."

The group of six followed the surgeon's gesture down the hall and quickly made their way toward the station, Yang hitting Emily's arm as they went. "The Nazi," she rushed out, her hand reaching out to hit George as well. "Bailey's the Nazi."

George's shoulders stiffened. "I pictured the Nazi to be a man," he gulped. "A big man."

"I pictured an old delusional man," Cristina laughed.

A young woman who looked the most familiar to the ambassador's daughter took in a breath. "I pictured the Nazi to be...well, a Nazi."

Emily gently shook her head to all of the chatter going on around her as they came to the end of the hallway. Their boss turned around to face them. She was exactly what Emily had pictured.

Before the resident surgeon could open her mouth to give the first instructions, a tall blond from the group took a step forward and held out her hand. "Hi Dr. Bailey, my name is Isobel Stevens, but everyone calls me Izzie."

Baily found herself glaring up to the new intern. "I have five rules, memorize them. Rule one: I already don't like you so there's no reason to suck up to me. It won't do you any good." She turned and gestured to everything she'd laid out on the nurse's desk. "Trauma protocol, phone list, pagers."

Emily and Cristina were the first to grab pager's from the station.

"Nurses will page you. You answer every page at a run. A RUN. That's rule two."

Following Bailey down the hallway, the interns sped up their pace.

"Your first shift starts now and will last forty-eight hours-"

"Forty-eight hours?"

Emily's eyes flickered over to George when Bailey stopped to glare back at them.

"You're interns," the doctor said strongly, eyeing the Irish intern before turning to continue down the hallway. "You're grunts, nobodies, the bottom of the surgical food chain. You run labs, write orders, work every second night until you drop and you don't complain. Letting you know right now, I don't care if your shifts last forty-eight hours."

George peeked over to the women in his group, making sure they weren't judging him the same way his boss was.

Gesturing to a few rooms they passed, Bailey sighed. "The on-call rooms, all attendees hog them so sleep whenever you can. This brings me to rule three," she said, raising her clipboard so they could all see her. "If I am sleeping, you do not wake me up unless your patient is actually dying. Rule four: the dying patient better not be dead when I get there. Not only will you have killed someone but you would have woken me up for no reason. I'm already not on your side, you don't want to make it worse. We clear?"

Both Emily and the blond she had recognized rose their hands the moment Bailey's pager went off. "Both of you?"

"You said five rules."

Bailey glared.

Straightening her shoulders, Emily nodded along with her fellow intern. "You said there were five rules but you only told us four."

They watched as the doctor looked at her beeper once more. "Rule five: when I move, you move." She grabbed her chart and immediately bolted down the hall. "Out of my way!"

Emily was the second to last in the line as they ran after their boss, and her hand did its best to stick out and shake the blonde's. "Emily."

"Meredith," she smiled, holding the door open for the raven haired woman.

As they ran toward the parking lot to reach the ambulance, Emily felt herself stop, her chest aching. His dark hair, the chin that had laid on her shoulder as they fell asleep, his blue eyes that had been the first of its kind she'd ever seen.

"Emily?"

She gulped, a strand of her dark hair falling in front of her eyes. "Derek."


	2. Chapter 2

Once the interns had helped Bailey with their first set of car crash victims, they circled around the first they'd gotten back to a steady heart rate.

"Ten milligrams of morphine, Emily."

The dark haired woman took the syringe handed to her and stuck the needle into the IV, her ears perking up as Bailey gave out orders while she finished injecting the morphine.

"Alright, time to separate. Cristina I want you on labs, George on patient workups. Meredith and Alex, go and get Katie downstairs for a CT." Looking to the ambassador's daughter, the doctor narrowed her gaze. "Emily, take Alison, the daughter, and get her an MRI."

When she didn't hear her name called, Izzie stepped forward. "What about me?"

Bailey handed a chart to the blond intern. "You're on rectal exams," she smiled, turning away from the wide eyed woman and walking away. "Find me when you're done!"

Emily let the nurse take her syringe as she slipped off her gloves, throwing them in the nearest trash can before stepping out into the hallway. "Alison Travis' chart please." Smiling at the nurse behind the desk who handed her the chart, the ambassador's daughter set her back against the desk and opened it up.

"Ten year old from the car crash?"

Her dark eyes flickered up to see a surgeon looking to her from a foot away. "Alison Travis," she nodded. "Dr. Burke?"

The man in dark blue scrubs felt his eyes widen. "Yes?"

"Emily Prentiss," she smiled, shaking his hand. "I've read all about you."

Burke's hand clenched around the younger woman's, his head tilting. "Emily Prentiss?"

Before the surgeon could make the connection, the brunette took her hand back. "You performed surgery on me at five years old," she grinned, remembering a younger version of his face just after she had woken up all those years ago.

Burke's eyes widened. "You were assaulted."

Gulping, she nodded, holding Alison's chart to her chest. "And you saved my life," she laughed. Looking down at the chart she held, the ambassador's daughter smiled. "I have to go, but it was great to see you."

He watched as she rushed down the hall and disappeared into a patient's room, and his cap in his hand crumpled under his touch.

"Alison?" she asked, smiling to the little girl in her bed. "Can you hear me?" She waited until those brown eyes opened and looked up to her. "Hi Alison, I'm going to be your doctor. My name is Emily."

The ten year old cleared her throat. "I'm Alison."

Emily grinned as she hooked the IV onto the hook on the hospital bed. "I know. I'm going to take you downstairs for a little bit, ok?"

"Why?"

"Well, the doctors need to take a picture of your brain."

Alison frowned as she was taken into the hallway. "Where's my mommy?"

"With the other doctors," Emily tried to smile, knowing the condition the mother was in.

"Where's my daddy?"

Pushing the button for the elevator, Emily checked the volume of the ten year old's IV. "Your daddy is filling out your paperwork but he's going to meet us downstairs."

"Is he ok?"

"He is," the intern smiled, making sure the young girl could see her. "Your daddy is just fine."

The ten year old did her best to turn her head so she could see the doctor as her bed was rolled into the elevator. "Are you going to have a baby?"

Emily did her best to keep her eyes from bugging out of her head. "I'm not," she denied softly, watching the elevator doors close. "Why?"

"My mommy was having a baby," Alison stated matter-of-factly. Blinking heavily, she looked to the elevators' steel doors. "He isn't here."

"Isn't here in the hospital?"

Alison's head shook softly on her pillow. "He had to go to heaven."

Emily let her lips curl between her teeth as the elevator dinged, and she wheeled the hospital bed into the hallway. "I'm sure he's very happy in heaven," Emily said with a small smile, and she brought the ten year old down toward neurology.

"Is this going to hurt?"

The intern's head shook as she parked the bed outside of the MRI room. "Not at all." She helped the patient sit up in her bed. "I'll be right back, ok? Stay here."

Emily took the girl's chart and headed into the office, her eyes on the prognosis they wanted to rule out for the ten year old. "Dr. Shepherd, I'm Dr. Prentiss. I have a patient for you."

Turning in his chair, the blue eyed doctor looked to the woman he had spent the night with, his lips curling into a smile. "Emily."

Her heart dropped.

_Letting the dark haired man kiss beneath her ear, Emily bit her lip, pushing her chest up against his as she stripped herself of her shirt. "Name?"_

_He pulled back, his breath blowing against her cheeks. "What?"_

_"Name," she giggled, her head still spinning from all the alcohol she'd had. "What's your name?"_

_The blue eyed man grinned. "Derek," he nodded, helping with her shirt so it was her bra pressing against him._

_"Emily," she smiled back, her hands cupping around his neck to pull his lips back down to hers._

Giving herself a moment to catch her breath, the intern tried for a smile. "Hi."

Derek gave her his most charming smile. "Hi." When the younger woman faltered, he slowly stood from his seat. "You said you had a patient?"

"Right," she nodded, her arm almost shooting out to hand him the chart she held. "Alison Travis, she's a ten year old girl who was in a car crash with her parents."

Blue eyes slowly leaving hers, Derek let his hand brush over hers as he took the chart.

"We just need an MRI."

The surgeon watched as the brunette did her best to control her breathing, her chest barely moving as she stood before him. "Ok," he smiled. "Get her on the machine, if you can."

Emily was quick to nod her head and leave the room, shaking the weight of the prior night off of her shoulders before helping Alison from her bed. "Come on, sweetie," she smiled, walking by her side into the room. "Ok, so we're going to have you lay in this machine."

The ten year old looked wide eyed to the machine before her.

"You're going to be just fine," the intern promised her. Lifting her up, the brunette set the ten year old on the table. She took the clean pillow and set it on the tray, helping the patient lie down. "You have to be still, ok? Try your best not to move."

Alison's eyes flickered up to the older woman's. "Is that your husband?"

Emily's brow pinched, and her ears perked at a small noise at the other end of the room. Looking up, the dark eyed woman saw Derek with another doctor behind the window, their voices coming through the loudspeaker.

The microphone had been left on.

"No," she laughed gently, feeling the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. "I'm not married, sweetie."

Alison gave a sleepy nod of the head.

Emily made sure to get the affirmative nod from Derek behind the window before she pressed the machine's start button. "I'm going to be right on the other side of the window, ok? If you need me you just call for me." Seeing Alison's eyes start to close, she smiled. "You can even fall asleep in there."

Waiting until she was fully in the machine, Emily walked back behind the window, smiling nervously to Derek and the other doctor standing beside him.

"We ready?"

Emily let her shoulders fall. "Ready."


	3. Chapter 3

"Did you know?"

George frowned as he sat down, Izzie finding the seat right next to him as she continued to scrub her hands with wet wipes. "What?"

Cristina turned her attention to Izzie. "Did you know?"

"I know that I'm never putting my fingers up an anus every again," she huffed. Throwing down the wet wipe, the blond looked up to see the dark haired woman almost glaring at her. "Wait, what?"

Leaning in, the Korean woman held tighter onto her apple. "Prentiss and Grey."

Izzie's head shook. "What about them?"

"They're both the children of the most famous surgeons," the intern stated dumbly. "Ellis Grey? Edgar Prentiss?"

Sitting down, Alex's eyes widened. "Those are Emily and Meredith's parents?"

Cristina huffed. "I knew those names sounded familiar."

"Imagine how much more they already know," Alex whispered wide eyed.

"So we're in this program with the children of one of the most well known surgeons and the top neurosurgeon in all of the Western United States?"

Cristina quickly shushed the group, sitting back in her chair as Meredith rounded the corner and sat herself down at the lunch table.

"I had this eighty year old man this morning," the blond groaned, setting her tray down. "After you left Alex, I had to go down to the ER and he peed everywhere."

George grimaced. "Peed?"

Meredith's eyes rolled. "And some ended up on me."

"Hope you washed your hands," Alex laughed uncomfortably.

Feeling the tension, the famous surgeon's daughter looked up and at the other interns, watching as all of their eyes averted from hers. "What?" She frowned as the girls in her group quickly took bites of their lunches. "What? What is it?"

Cristina looked around to the other interns. "You're Meredith Grey."

The blond felt herself flush, watching as everyone's eyes immediately shot to her. "And?"

"Grey. Meredith _Grey._"

Meredith kept her composure. "Yes," she agreed, picking up her fork for the first time to stab a piece of pineapple she'd gotten in her fruit cup. "That is my name."

Before anyone else could open their mouth, their heads turned at the cafeteria doors slamming open and Emily running over to the table. "I need an intern."

"You're an intern," George pointed out.

"Alison Travis is bleeding in the brain," she rushed out, bending over slightly as she tried to breathe. "Dr. Shepherd," - she couldn't flinch at the use of his name - "told me to bring the first intern who knew possible complications of the bleeding and our surgery."

Meredith's hand was the first in the air. "Embolisms, strokes, seizures, possible swelling, coma, memory iss-"

Emily's hands waved for her to stop. "Good enough," she nodded. "We don't have time. Let's go."

Alex watched the two women run back through the cafeteria doors and disappeared. "Wow." He dropped his fork to the table and let his head shake. "The daughters of the two most famous surgeons on their first day and they're already scrubbing in."

Finishing washing her hands, the ambassador's daughter looked over to the other intern by her side. "Nervous?"

"A little," Meredith admitted, shaking her hands to dry them. "You?"

Emily's eyes moved from the blond beside her at the sink to the window before them, watching as the doctor she had slept with moved around the patient on the table.

"Emily?"

The brunette looked back to the other intern. "Sorry," she smiled. "Yeah, I'm nervous. You read and learn about these procedures for years in school but it's a lot different from actually doing them."

Meredith nodded in agreement, watching as the other intern turned to enter the operating room. "We'll do fine."

Emily wished she had the other woman's confidence as she stepped into the room with her mask tied and another surgeon put gloves on her hands.

"Prentiss," Derek called out, his eyes meeting hers as he smiled behind his mask. "Over here please." Watching as the blond intern slowly followed her in, the neurosurgeon nodded. "Dr. Grey, it's nice to meet you."

"You too, sir."

Emily kept her hands steady as she took the suction tool from a surgeon close by.

"Don't get too close to the brain or you'll injure it," the surgeon spoke quickly, cleaning out a clot he had found, "and don't stray too far or the blood will collect and this girl will die." He looked to the beautiful woman beside him and met her eyes. "Do you understand?"

Emily gently nodded her head, leaning in and sucking up the excess blood.

"Dr. Grey, I need you to keep an eye on her stats."

Watching the attending surgeon, Emily kept her hands steady on the tool. She could feel his body slowly grow closer to hers, his elbow almost bumping hers that she had to move back.

Two hours later, Emily was wiping the sweat from her brow and following Meredith out of the OR.

"You did really well."

Emily breathed out a laugh, leaning with the other intern against the nurse's station. "You too. Hell of a first day." Watching the blue eyed woman look to her, the ambassador's daughter let her shoulders slump. "So...Meredith Grey."

Meredith could feel her ponytail drooping as she looked to the other woman and nodded. "Emily Prentiss."

The brunette's lips rolled inward. "Yeah," she breathed.

"Congratulations."

Emily laughed, looking to the other intern with a grin. "You too." Hearing a familiar voice, the brown eyed woman saw the handsome man she'd spent her previous night with walk out of the OR and bringing Alison to the elevator, and she immediately stood straight. "I'll see you later."

Running past the other doctors in her way, the intern caught up to the elevator and squeezed through the space between the wall and door before it closed.

Derek looked amusedly to the heaving girl. "Hi."

"Hi," she breathed, holding a hand to her chest. "God, I need to work out." Catching her breath, Emily's eyes met Derek's. "I need to talk to you."

The surgeon slowly nodded his head.

Wanting to open her mouth, the intern fell silent. She could feel herself making a fool of herself as she opened her mouth a few more times to try and get any kind of word out.

"Well," Derek cut in, noticing the younger woman's hesitance, "I thought you did extremely well in the OR."

Emily could feel herself shrinking underneath his gaze.

"First day as a first year intern? You were amazing."

She gave a lick to her dry lips, hearing the ding of the elevator as they went down a floor, and she shook her head. "Why did you have me scrub in?"

Derek frowned.

"Is it because of last night?" she questioned him. "I promise you I didn't know who you were or what you did when we met, so this is not what I pictured my internship to be like. I don't want special treatment because we slept together."

The neurosurgeon's hand tightened around the edge of Alison's bed as he listened.

When the bings of the elevator began to move too quickly for Emily, she turned and stopped it from moving.

"Emily, I need to get her back to her room."

Emily immediately nodded her head. "This will only take a minute." Stepping forward, the intern placed her hands at the foot of the ten year old's bed. "I don't want you to think that I slept with you to scrub in. That would be pathetic," she breathed. "I didn't know, ok?" When the blue eyed man refused to answer her, Emily's head tilted. "Is it because of who my father is?"

Before the brunette could continue, Derek lifted his head. "Ok, now it's my turn."

The intern felt her shoulders stiffen.

"I had you scrub in because you were Alison's doctor," the surgeon said, watching as Emily's face changed. "You were there with me while she got her MRI, you were there with me when we saw her brain was bleeding so obviously I brought you with me into her surgery."

Emily felt her eyes soften as she looked into his.

Derek's lips slowly curled into a smile as he watched her listen. "I didn't know who you were either. I didn't know you were going to be an intern, and do you really think I did this because of who your father is? Do you not remember last night? I barely knew your name."

The brunette felt herself burst into laughter, her head bowing as she covered her eyes.

"You're going to be a good surgeon."

Emily's head lifted. "Thank you," she smiled softly. Turning, she pressed the elevator button and felt it start to move again.

"Are you sure you're not married?"

Both brunettes looked down to the ten year old at hearing the groggy words, Emily smiling at the little girl with the bandage wrapped around her head. "Hey there," she whispered. "How are you feeling?"

Alison almost pouted. "Where's my mom?"

"We're going to take you to her a little later," the intern nodded. They had gotten her mother stabilized. Alison still had both of her parents.

Derek watched as the woman he had been with the night before comforted her patient, and he watched as her eyes met his for the briefest moment before rolling Alison out of the elevator and back toward her room.

Seeing the new surgeon step off the elevator, Burke stood from the nurse's desk. "Dr. Shepherd."

"Dr. Burke." He walked over and shook the other man's hand. "It's nice to finally be able to talk to you."

Burke grinned. "You too. Your work is impressive."

Derek smiled back. "As is yours."

Gesturing to the room Emily brought her patient back into, the heart surgeon leaned back against the nurse's station. "Do you know who that is?"

"I do." He watched as the intern brushed Alison's hair back and sat down beside her bed, and Derek could feel his hand clenching. "Yes I do." _Now_, he thought with a chuckle.


End file.
